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APSB 
Vol. IX No. 11 
IRC INVITATION 
The fifth annual conference of Inter-
national Relations Clubs is to be held 
here in Milwaukee. From April 15-19 the 
group will meet in workshop sessions at 
Marquette to discuss the following prob-
lems-Western Europe, the Far East, the 
United Nations, and the Middle East and 
Africa. Delegates choose one of these 
problems and then attend five commis-
sion meetings with that particular work-
shop group. 
Since this is a national conference, 
there wi ll be students and faculty from 
all over the country. Of importance to 
Milwaukee colleges is the fact that any 
interested students may attend any or all 
of the meetings for the minimum regis-
tration fee of $1.00. Any meals are of 
course extra if you wish to dine with the 
group. 
Downer is entertaining the delegates 
at tea on Thursday, April 17th at 4:30 in 
the Teakwood Room. Thursday night 
there will be a Foreign Policy demonstra-
tion at Wisconsin State auditorium. 
Special speakers for this conference 
include Dr. Solomon Arnaldo, Director 
of UNESCO, ew York City, and a UN 
representative, to be announced. Our 
own Dr. Johnson will attend the wel-
coming session on Tuesday the 15th in 
the Marquette Medical Lecture auditori-
um at 10:00 a.m. Mayor Zeidler and Dr. 
Martin Klotsche will also be present to 
greet the group. Dr. Rudolph Morris of 
Marquette, who directed the conference 
planning committee, will participate, as 
well as the national officers of the IRC. 
In addition to the workshop meetings 
and general sessions, there will be a spe-
cial meeting for faculty advisers at 
Downer on Thursday and Dr. Johnson 
has accepted the invitation to speak to 
them. 
The Downer delegates are Vera 
Hickey, Betty Klemm and Rosemarie 
Rothmann. Remember that you are wel-
come to attend and the schedule of meet-
ings is posted on the IH.C bulletin board. 
Don't miss the opportunity to hear at 
least one of the sessions and meet a stim-
ulating group of tudents from all over 
the country. 
MILWAUKEE-DOWNER COLLEGE 
DEAN CLARK ACCEPTS 
NEW POSITION 
Dean Eunice W. Clark, who is leav-
ing us at the end of this semester, has 
accepted the position of chairman of the 
Deparh11ent of Romance Languages at 
Skidmore College, Saratoga Springs, 
New York. 
Skidmore is a woman's college with an 
enrollment of one thousand. The Ro-
mance Languages Department, consisting 
of eight members, is part of a faculty of 
one hundred, of which about one fourth 
are men. 
The college is similar to Dow.1er 
in that besides a large liberal arts depart-
ment, it has several vocational depart-
ments. "I like Skidmore because it is 
very much like Downer in its pattern of 
education," says Miss Clark. "I believe 
in a strong liberal arts education, and the 
possibility of developing vocational 
skills." 
This summer, Miss Clark will study in 
Paris. One of the fields in which she will 
work will be that of the nineteenth cen-
tury French novel. 
BROOKLYN SPRING 
DELIGHTFUL TO ALL 
The directors, cast, and crews are to 
be congratulated on the excellent per-
formances given of "Spring over Brook-
lyn". This is not a dramatic criticism. If 
it were, comments as to superior staging, 
a new and delightful dance, and vocal 
numbers which were on the whole good, 
but not uniformly well sung would be 
apropos. In this short mention, however, 
we wish to extend our thanks to Mr. 
Richard Gill for the work and talent 
which he put into the production. His 
dancing portaryal of Willy was indeed 
admirable, as was also the graceful act-
ing of Marguerite Schauder, Jeanne 
Wierks, and Joan Poppert's portrayal of 
"mom". To judge "Spring over Brooklyn" 
on an amateur basis, which is the only 
fair one, is to decree it a thoroughly sat-
isfactory production. We're proud of it! 
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PLANS BEGIN FOR 
BRIGGS FUND 
VARIETY SHOW 
MISS HEIMBACH A D 
CHARLOTTE DEMPSEY 
AMED CO-DIRECfORS 
A variety show featuring all available 
top-notch talent is to be the second of 
this year's events to raise money for the 
Briggs Fund. Plans were begun well be-
fore vacation, even before the important 
decision was made of who was to direct 
the show. Carla Schacht as chairman of 
the Briggs Fund committee called a 
meeting of interested people and Briggs 
Fund representatives to discuss the pos-
sibilities and means of developing such a 
show. 
Those present at the initial meeting of 
March 17 were Miss Althea Heimbach, 
Mr. David MacArthur, Miss Josephine 
Smith, Mrs. A. C. Baehr, Miss Kathryn 
Fynn, Carla Schacht, Rightie Revercomb, 
Dee Anello, Joan Poppert, Barbar Moon, 
and Zoe Ganos. At this meeting several 
acts and possible features were outlined. 
Dates were also considered, and it 
was decided that a Mothers' Week-end 
performance would give adequate time 
for rehearsals. A general concensus of 
opinion finally decreed that if enough of 
the suggested acts were guaranteed the 
variety show would be announced and 
work begun in earnest. 
During a week of activity following 
this deci ion, a few acts were secured. 
Miss Heimbach and Charlotte Dempsey 
became co-directors, and report has it 
that the show is really getting under way! 
STAGE LIGHTING 
IS REPAIRED 
The back stage light box which fell on 
Donna Weltcheff just before the March 
29 performance of "Spring over Brook-
lyn" now rests on a low stand. It is 
connected with original wiring in the 
wall. Donna received no serious injuries. 
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AH MONG 
Ihoko Kono 
During the late afternoon I had to do 
my daily chore of going to the little store 
a city block away from home. With the 
two quarts of milk clutched in my hands, 
I ran as fast as my short, chubby legs 
could carry me. Everytime I passed the 
little bend in the road, the old Chinese 
gardener was working in his garden just 
at this particular hour. He frightened 
me, because he always screamed at the 
other children in his frail, sing-song voice 
and wildly waved his long, skinny arn1s. 
But that was because the mischievous 
children played in his garden. 
The years passed and my fear for the 
old man subsided. When I passed him 
then, we exchanged cordial greetings. 
"Rallo, Ah Mong," I'd say in his same 
rhythmic pattern, characteristic of the 
Chinese. "You cabeches too muchee 
nice." ("You cabbage is growing very 
nicely.") He was pleased when I com-
mented on his vegetables, and his face 
would light up in a smile, showing a 
perfect set-quite inappropriate for his 
aged body-of false teeth. "Rallo," he 
nodded his silver head. "Yeh, too muchee 
hana water." ("Yes, I give them lots of 
water.") I wouldn't doubt it because for 
years I had seen him bent over his little 
vegetable beds with a sprinkling can. 
Sometimes we spoke just outside his 
kitchen door. He'd lean his bony shoul-
der blade against the door and roll a 
Durham cigarette. When I was younger, 
Ah Mong seemed to me quite an unusual 
Chinese because he didn't smoke a long 
pipe which I had associated with the 
Chinese who smoked. His long fingers, 
steady and expert, held the leaf of paper 
while he tapped the cigarette with his 
other hand. The bag of tobacco hung 
by its strings tightly clutched between 
the false teeth. His hands were coarse 
and showed that they had experienced 
many years of hard labor. His palms 
were broken by so many lines that they 
would have even confused a palm-
reader. His muddy-brown skin was wrin-
kled into deep valleys, shriveled like a 
dried apple. His fingernails fascinated 
me. The nails on his "baby" finger on 
both hands were about one-and-a-half 
inches long, and outside of the garden 
they were always clean. 
With the produce from his garden, Ah 
Mong cooked his own meals in his old, 
unique kitchen. Sometimes I heard him 
scurrying from his wooden sink to his 
cement stove. The tantalizing odor of the 
cooking food hurried me home to my 
own dinner. I knew what utensils he was 
using, because during the day when he 
was either visiting or sleeping, I once 
carefully stole into his kitchen, which was 
to my childish mind very strange and an-
cient. Two or three small, charcoaled fry-
ing pans hung by the sink. There was a 
sad-looking teakettle, too. When he 
cooked, I supposed tl1at one of the frying 
pans was used, because I saw no other 
utensils. Against one side of the wall was 
a cement stove. It had two holes, one for 
the pan to sit on, and the other for the 
wood. Shoved against the opposite side 
of the wall were his wooden table and 
bench. On his clothless table sat one rice 
bowl, a pair of chop-sticks, a tea pot and 
a tea cup. Ah Mong was not poor, but 
he bought nothing. His kitchen was a 
mournful sight and it reflected the age 
of the independent man. But it was a 
clean kitchen. The cement floor was al-
ways swept, and the bold broom which 
stood in the corner looked as if it had 
gone through a lot of work. 
LOST RAPPORT 
Mavis Moorman 
The shattered goblet's broken 
pieces lie in disarray. 
The delicate stem that once 
proudly supported amber brandy, 
The musical rim now silent, 
only dismembered arcs, 
The Pxquisitely etched bowl 
now in grotesque design 
Protesting through heavy silence 
tl1e needless, sudden violence. 
To end in crashing exhaltation, 
in joyous revelry-accepted; 
But this! Victim of gestured hate-
too empty, and remorse too late. 
Ah Mong had no "Sunday suit." When 
I saw him in his best, which was infre-
quent, he was in a pair of brown khaki 
pants and a pale blue shirt, starched so 
stiffiy that it rustled as he moved. Almost 
always he wore a pair of knee pants 
which at one time had been fresh blue 
denim. The pants had faded considerably 
and big patches stuck out on the seat 
of his pants. His long torso was clothed 
witl1 a soiled Hanes undershirt with 
sleeves. No washing could get out the 
brown soil that become embedded in the 
tiny weave of the material in the past 
years. 
"Too muchee atsui today, eh, Ah 
Mong?" ("It was very hot today, wasn't 
it, Ah Mong?") I'd say when he sat on 
the porch fanning himself with his old 
paper fan which was slowly seeing its 
last usefulness. "Eh, too muchee atsui." 
("Yes, it was very hot.") Then there 
would be a shift in our conversation. 
"Me got two good boys in China." ("' 
have two good sons in China.") I nodded 
politely and listened to him as he spoke 
of his sons. While he talked a flicker of 
sadness shadowed his eyes, which were 
slowly becoming dimmer witl1 the years. 
Around his wrinkled face the dry, 
creased skin was like a wreath, and as he 
spoke, his face grew even older. I did 
not say much, because he was lost in his 
thoughts. Instead, I observed hin1 keen-
ly. I noticed that even the soles of his 
feet were coarse and cracked. The shab-
by cut-out leather shoes, still and weath-
ered, served as his slippers, but tl1ey 
were not of much good except to protect 
his feet from the baking heat of the sun. 
I looked at his face again. It was once 
full because of the false plates but now 
hollow as a skeleton's. It reminded me 
of the time when my little playmate, who 
was completely awed, exclaimed, "Oh, 
what deep dimples he has!" 
One day I did not see the old man in 
the garden. Nor was he by the kitchen, 
or on the porch. I did not see him for 
months afterward. Then one day I saw 
him sitting on the porch once more. 
Somehow, his once-expert fingers were 
fumbling clumsily as they rolled a Dur-
ham tobacco. "Hallo, Ah Mong," I said. 
"Hallo," was all he said with forced 
cheerfulness. I then realized what had 
happened to the man. He had had an 
operation on his eye, and in a few 
months he would be blind. His vision 
was rapidly fading even then. 
He rose and felt his way to his room. 
I watched his sagging shoulders, which 
I had once seen erect and perfect in his 
garden, as he staggered along. His tall, 
frail body could no longer lift the sprin-
kling can. His ill·agging slippers trailed 
off the porch and stopped before his 
room. The door opened gently and quiet-
ly clicked after him. 
Ah Mong is gone now. Among the tall 
weeds in his garden is a rusty old sprin-
kling can ... full of holes. 
TO TOUCH A STAR 
To feel-yet most important-to feel 
and in feeling to find a bond so close 
that the strongest silence cannot be brok-
en by another's word of uncomprehend-
ing reality. 
To touch a star of thought togetl1er, 
and in that touch find inspiration from 
another soul aiming high through the 
realms of mist, beyond to find a reality 
more concrete than the most material 
objects. · 
But these few moments touching eter-
nity-by faitl1, by belief, are all too soon 
shattered by their own intensity, leaving 
the mind exhausted and the body physi-
cally depleted. 
care de leeuw 
HE GAVE HIS MUSIC 
Expectancy hushed the audience. 
He crossed the stage to the piano with 
quick, light steps. The hush was dis-
persed by a wild, welcoming applause. 
He weighed his audience in one sweep-
ing, panoramic glance, and, with a quick 
bend from the waist, acknowledged its 
greeting. There he stood majestically, 
neither tall or massive, filling the stage. 
His springy, iron-gray hair emphasized 
the capacious cranium and the heart-
shaped head. His face registered life's 
emotions and people's cares. Only this 
belied his quiet reserve and cool dignity. 
He seated himself, adjusted his chair, 
brushed his hand across his face and 
folded his hands. 
Then followed that moment of awed 
silence, the mood of communion with 
which an artist becomes one with his 
audience. He raised his hands over the 
keyboard as in a blessing, then he 
played. First there were masterful rendi-
tions for the scholars who responded ap-
preciatively. There was also a polite 
acknowledgment from those who did not 
understand. He bowed to each section of 
his audience and disappeared into the 
wings. In a few minutes he was back to 
interpret the more popular masters. Some 
of these he offered for the students, some 
were emotional vehicles, others for 
pure pleasure of melody. These last won 
generous applause. But now the climax 
. . . here was music for everyone, his 
own. Applause seated the genius-ap-
plause followed his performance, drown-
ing out the lingering, mental cadences of 
this artist's compositions. 
The last thunderous ovation continued 
long after the final note · had echoed. 
The enraptured listeners slowly with-
drew from the magnetized theatre. But 
there were those who lingered hopefully 
expectant. They were rewarded with an 
invitation to the students to come for-
ward! 
We stood electrified before this king 
of the piano, this President of a people. 
He played. He played one composition, 
then another. But when he finally played 
his Minuet, it was not only once but five 
times-each rendition illustrated a differ-
ent interpretation. This with a running 
comment in accented English. A price-
less lesson! He played and advised, and 
played some more. He was unhurried, 
enthusiastic and glowing; a master sur-
rounded by his devoted disciples to 
whom he gave of his art, of his life, of 
his love. 
Time passed by quickly and his ad-
mirers slipped away reluctantly to imper-
ative duties. To those who remained with 
him back-stage, where he perched him-
self on a huge h·unk, he opened his 
heart, speaking in his native tongue. He 
related feelingly something of tl1e strug-
gle of his people through generations; he 
KODAK 
AT THE MOULIN ROUGE -
TOULOUSE-LAUTREC 
In the Moulin-Rouge on Saturday after-
noon-
Usually-
Lady with Red Hair 
Deliberate color applied in an al-
most touch quality manner-
Reaches out to my inner-most tex-
ture sense. 
But it's just a pich1re, 
Ladv with H.ed Hair whose face is 
tL{rned-
Perhaps I read the essence of its 
expression in the woman op-
poite her-
Mawkish and parrot-like 
Tragically wise beyond compre-
hension 
Or perhaps expression is mirrored 
in tl1at of the green-faced en-
tertail1er-
Green for living 
a wild eager abandoned living 
or 
Green for decadence 
a stagnant sordidness 
Why this enigma? 
I see glasses sparkling 
I hear slurring monosyllables of 
those who have become one with 
this 
Men sit, faces devoid of expression 
Eyes veiled 
I, with longing, to penetrate 
and read in their depths, the 
bitterness and disillusion-
ment. 
All are here 
Cruelty with its biting sarcasm 
Emphasized vulgarity 
Delight in dissonance 
Balance between movement 
and caricature 
Toulouse-Lautrec enter in malicious 
caricature with uncle. 
No one will laugh 
This dwarf-king of the Bohemians is 
not the object of worldly humor 
here in the Moulin-Houge on Sat-
urday afternoon. 
Nancy Tuxford. 
spoke energetically of contemporary 
achievements, and very modestly of his 
part in them. Cheeks wet with tears, he 
expressed hope for the future of his race. 
As we too reluctantly prepared to take 
our leave, with great emotion he threw 
out botl1 hands and grasped ours, one by 
one, with strong, firm fingers - fingers 
strong in sincerity and firm in purpose. 
And so we left him standing there, small 
and great, admired and loved - Ignace 
Jan Paderewski. 
Lucky. 
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THE MEADOW 
Betty Key 
The day is hot and you battle your 
way through the thick trees and under-
bwsh. Mosquitos sting and buzz around 
your head and you can feel a wood tick 
crawling up your leg. Suddenly the 
woods thin, the brush puts up less re-
sistance and you see before you the 
meadow. 
Meadows are wonderful. They must 
have been created specially for weary 
hikers. The things that make up a 
meadow are simple. There is usually a 
large expanse of grass and occasionally 
a small shrub appears. Flowers bloom on 
meadows and vary with the changing 
seasons. 
I have a meadow. In the early morn-
ing I walk through the woods to watch 
the sun come up on the meadow. In the 
spring _when the grass is short and green 
and v10lets are blooming, the meadow 
reminds me of a huge carpet. The most 
beautiful time for the meadow is in early 
September. The grasses are long and 
slender. \Vhen I walk among tl1em, tl1ey 
are taller than I am. There are large 
patches of goldenrod and mixed among 
these are purple asters. The air is still 
warm and you can hear the bees hum-
ming as you walk past the flowers. Last 
year I found a new flower in my 
meadow; it's a deep magneta and the 
botanists call it gay feather. The flowers 
are tall on the stalk and I'm proud of 
the meadow for showing it to me. 
In one corner of the meadow there is 
a shallow depression where the grass no 
longer grows and only sand remains. 
Whenever I study the sand I am re-
warded witl1 the tracks of deer and fawn 
foxes and wolves, and once a bear track: 
This is proof that I share my meadow 
with others . One clay I packed a lunch 
and spent the entire day in the meadow. 
The morning hadn't even begun when I 
arrived at my sand-hole. A large buck 
deer was cropping grass near the hole 
and I saw two other deer in the distance. 
As the morning brightened, the deer dis-
appeared and the birds began to sing. A 
tiny field mouse scampered across the 
grass and a large shadow followed it; the 
shadow dropped clown on its victim. 
Then the hawk flew away leaving the 
meadow in peace. During the dmwsy 
afternoon I slept, and towards evening, 
when I awoke, I moved nearer the sand 
hole. This time seveml doe and a fawn 
visited it. A skunk wandered aimlessly 
across the moist sand and still later the 
grass parted to reveal the pointed face of 
a _large, red fox. My movement frightened 
hun. He turned and loped away leaving 
only the waving grass to tell of his visit. 
ight had come and I walked alone 
through the meadow accompanied by the 
stars and the soft swish of the tall grass. 
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Congratulations to the following of-
ficers for 1952-53: 
Senior Class President- Judy Mellinger 
Veep CGA- Dee Anello 
Secretary of CGA - Boggie Schroeder 
Treasurer of CGA - Charlotte Dempsey 
Senior Prom Queen- Jan Beyer 
Congratulations to Sue Strecker and 
Sue West for their election to Phi Beta 
Kappa. 
GIMBEL ART COMPETITION 
Early interest by Wisconsin artists in-
dicates an even wider participation in 
the 1952 Gimbel Art Competition than 
was seen in its predecessors, according to 
Mr. Charles Zadok, vice-president and 
general manager of Gimbels, Milwaukee. 
Much of this interest Mr. Zadok at-
tributes to the broad scope of the theme 
"Wisconsin Artists' View of 1952," and 
to the fact that there are no commis-
sioned paintings this year. 
The competition is open to any artist 
residing or born in Wisconsin, and there 
is no limit to the number of paintings 
an artist may submit. 
However, all must be in oil (including 
caseil1 and tempera), must be executed 
btween January 1, 1952 and July 1, 
1952, and must be framed. There will be 
no watercolor competition this year. 
An outline of conditions governing the 
competition may be obtained by calling 
or writing Gimbels, Milwaukee. A copy 
is also posted on the Snapshot bulletin 
board, west room, Kimberly. 
QUICK SNAPS 
What does the number "57" remind 
you of? Most people would say Heinz 
products, but certain Wauwatosa mem-
bers of Miss Hanawalt's psychology 302 
class answered "my bus" when they were 
asked the question. 
We're all absentminded sometilnes, but 
Marilyn Davis broke all records the other 
day when she put on one black and one 
navy blue pump to wear to Madison. 
Luckily good old Ollie had a spare pair. 
There was a visitor in Miss Calbick's 
second year Spanish class the day before 
vacation. Susie, Mary McNutt's niece 
who had come to take Atmt Mary to 
Milwcqua, behaved her three year old 
self very well, and probably established 
an unofficial record as the youngest per-
son ever to attend a class at MDC. 
SNAPSHOT KODAK 
CORRECTIONS 
The last issue of Snapshot stated that 
the Juniors had won the class basketball 
competition. This is not true - at the 
time of publication the Sophomores, 
Juniors, and Seniors were in a three way 
tie for first place; the final champs (and 
we hope this is right at last) are the 
Seniors; second place; Sophs; and third, 
Juniors. 
In the las t issue we accidentally de-
leted a very important part of the Liberal 
Arts Panel of April 1: Caroline Sweeney, 
owner and proprietor of Caroline's and 
the Ambrosia House, who was a Latin 
major here at MDC. 
TIME EXPOSURES 
Apr. 16 O.T. Club - Greene- 7:15 
Apr. 20 Record Concert - Greene- 2:15 
Apr. 21 Talk - "Getting a Teaching Po-
sition" MI6 - 4:30 
Apr. 22 Worship Service - Dr. Wm. C. 
Donald - Greene - 12:55 
Apr. 23 Assem bl y - Recita l b y Miss 
Henry and Miss Barroff- Chapel 
- 12:45 
AA Awards Dinner - Kim -
7:30 
OUATSCHEREI 
Dear Editor, 
Last fall there was a play, later sopho-
more sallies; then, after much work and 
great expectations came the day of 
Spring over Brooklyn. The audience was 
seated, house lights dimmed - and what 
happened? another great showing of the 
ragged curtain. This has happened at 
practically every production given on our 
stage. There is probably more important 
stage equipment needed, but this can be 
concealed from the public. A ragged 
curtain lining cannot be. Is it necessary 
to have the audience point out by little 
muttered remarks that our slip is show-
ing? 
An embarrassed student, 
Barbara Moon 
Best wishes are in order again - this 
time the lucky girl is Rosemarie Roth-
mann. Iler fiance, Dr. Robert Danforth, 
is in the navy at present, but expects to 
be discharged next October. They plan 
to be married next February, after Rose-
marie graduates. Bob is from Grosse 
Pointe, Michigan, where they will make 
their home and where Bob will join his 
mother, father, and brothers in their 
family clinic. 
FAC-STU COUNCIL DISCUSSES EXAMS 
1. Should post cards with grades be 
sent before all obligations to the 
college are paid? YES 
2. Should cards be sent before ex-
aminations as a whole are com-
pleted? NO 
Because of the influence on low 
grades upon student morale. 
3. Should exam grades be written on 
these post cards, and are the fac-
ulty willing to take time to do this? 
4. Should exams be shown to stu-
dents? 
a. The student feels they should, 
even in one-semester courses . 
b . The faculty feel exams often 
serve as an effective teaching 
device. 
c. It was suggested that we in-
corporate one meeting of each 
class after exams, during which 
the exams could be gone over. 
5. What weighting does an exam 
have in the semester grade? 
a. It is the statement on the of-
ficial report that the exam 
counts 1/3 of the semester 
grade, but some maintain it 
should be a varying factor, with 
1/3 as maximum. Faculty clar-
ification of this point would be 
helpful. 
6. Is it possible to proportion length 
of exams to credits earned in a 
course? Further research needed. 
Some one-credit courses have 
two-hour examinations, as do all 
four-credit courses. The latter 
sometimes supplement tl1e writ-
ten exam by an oral (as in a 
language) or a laboratory exam 
(as in a science). 
A. 7. Is it possible to allow a student to 
finish an exam after tl1e alloted 
time? 
a. Some have difficulty in writing, 
although they have the knowl-
edge necessary to write a good 
exam. 
b. It was suggested that an ex-
tension of fiteen minutes be 
given to tl1ose students who 
have not finished. 
c. The question was raised of 
whether we are testing what a 
student can put down in a 
limited time, or whether we are 
testing what she has learned in 
the semester. 
A. 8. Would it be possible to have an 
"intermission" during exams? No. 
